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This rubbing of shoulders with " the common people " dis-
tressed her little prim lady-in-waiting almost to tears. The
preoccupation for her royal person by her suite moved her to
more extreme disregard of tradition than might otherwise
have been the case. For instance, when the Controller of the
Household insisted upon knowing on one occasion whether
the motor or the carriage should be ordered for the
evening, she answered that she could not be bothered
with such trivial details. The Controller was persistent;
it was his right to know, he was there for that purpose.
He saw that his Princess was irritated, but so was he ;
it made a difference, he said, as to the cockades the
footmen wore on their hats. Being hard pressed she de-
cided in favour of the motor, but there was a gleam in her
eye which denoted a sequel. We drove to the party in the
cockaded motor, but when it was time to leave she decided
mischievously in favour of the suite's carriage. The footmen
looked as if they believed this was the end of the dynasty.
Prince Gustaf, however, smilingly acquiesced; there was
nothing more to say. We all bundled into the landau which
shook and rattled and was held up at crossings, whilst the
others in the car with the royal cockades flashed royally by
through the suspended traffic, and were saluted by the Castle
guard with bugles and drums on their arrival.

Princess Margaret meant not to be custom bound. It
was her ambition, " some day " to lure artists and litterateurs
around her. But meanwhile King Oscar and his Queen were
very old and the absurdest conventions were jealously pre-
served by a narrow officialdom. Although the advent of an
English princess had begun the breaking-down process, Margaret
was too new to the country, and too absorbed in child-bearing
to be able to accelerate the process. She and Gustaf adored
each other so that one felt sorry for them that they could not
be left more to themselves. It may have been that year or
later, she assured me she was quite indifferent as to whether she
ever became a Queen or not. In fact, she would welcome
being " let off " the responsibility, and could imagine nothing
happier than to be allowed to retire to one of the thousand
and one lovely islands and live undisturbed with her Gustaf to